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" Bully boys," he roared, " you are not such swabs
As to leave the 'Heart's Delight,' The good old ship you have fought so long
'Gainst the whole of the Dutchman's might. And for what ?   Can you live in that raging tide ?
Then aloft the fire to quench. If not, I swear by Him who died
I'll slay the first that blench." And he lifted Black Sam and the boatswain stout,
As if they were light as a feather, And he squeezed the breath from their bodies out,
And he banged their heads together.
And at once the men forgot their fears, And laughing, answered with ringing cheers, "Get back I Big Ben has a gentle way "Would persuade the devil himself to stay."
They formed a line and the buckets passed From hand to hand and mast to mast, They cut the sails and hacked the spars With the reckless dash of British tars, Till the fire was quenched, and black and bare The masts stood up in their gaunt despair, Once more the cannon began to boom On the foe, seen dimly through the gloom, And the Dutch replied with a hurricane fell Of red-hot shot and bursting shell.
Then silence again,   The " Heart's Delight" Lies still against the coming night,